MODERN POETRY 1922-1934

IN EXILE

WHO would have thought a little field,
A patch of green where skies are wide.

The steep lane up a valley, and
Smoke curling upwards from beside

Five lonely trees in that steep part,

Could stir such sadness in the heart ?

Who would have thought a little field,

A far-off road, a far-off lane,
A far-off cottage could in time

Wake far-off thoughts with so much pain,    10
Wake far-off thoughts so hard to stem
A man might fear to think of them ?

MONK GIBBON

PALESTINE

OH, we speak not overmuch
Of the strange lands we have seen,
Our eyes were not for such
Very keen.

And the brightest thing we knew,
In a land of gaudy flowers,
Was a daisy, tipped with dew,

English !   Ours!                              20

FRANK KENDON

WINDY DAY IN PROVENCE

THE cypresses are looped with wind.
The poplars besom the swinging sky.
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